AN 


ELEGY 


On the Death of 


M. De ( zuiſcard, 


N 50 died in Newgate the 1 7th of March; which 


was found near "Tyburn, in a Letter directed 
to a Gentleman living in n 


As then the Villain's Neck deceiv'd our Hope; 
And, ſlipping thro' the Collar, bilk'd the Rope > | 
| Has Death play'd Booty? And, like Him, become 
A Penſioner of treacherous France, and Rome : 


And muſt Old Tyburn ſuffer ſuch a hard Caſe, 


Never to ſee Him mount her fatal Staircaſe, 


But be with Mourning hung, inſtead of Carcaſe 2 
For ſuch a Loſs the Hemp of Bridewell moans, 


And every Gallows throughout England groans. 
Beneath this Weight inferior Priſons bow, 


For Newgate 1 is a mournful Widow now. 


Great B ritain weeps the Death of ſuch a Brave; 
Not that He fell; but that the Wretch ſhould have 
Mewgate, a Mauſoleum for his Grave. 

With honeſt Joy we wiſh'd that He had fell, 

In a falſe Traytor's vulgar Road to Fell. 

To ſee him from ſome azry Gibbet toſt, 

And view the Joys which he had juſtly loſt. 


To fall in open Field's a common Fate, 
And worthy the high Courage of the Great. 
But private Rogues deſerve not ſuch a Death, 
Who by ungenerous Stabs would rob the Breath 
Of Patriots, whoſe immortal Anceſtors 


Of old defeated France's ſtrongeſt Powers. 


Mean Souls will dare to ſtab, a Coward's Courſe, 
Heroes in War alone are us 4 to Force. 


But thou, Ob Hiker ! (while this Villains Name 


bbhall live to propagate his Country's Shame) 


(May it be later than all Ruffians mean) 


By ſoft Decay ſhalt in the Stars be ſeen, 
For ſerving Gop, thy rats and thy Quees. 
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Sold by 7 Morphem near Stationers-Hall, 1711. 
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